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118 My Dreams. 

invest the meanest objects with interest and grandeur — this he effects 
chiefly by his profound knowledge of chiaro oscuro, and his unbounded 
fertility of invention. No painter ever produced such magical effects 
by the daring yet judicious management of skies. Like Homer's Ja- 
piter he has the clouds at his command ; and they give grandeur or pic 
turesqueness to every subject at his bidding. In marine subjects, he 
has immeasurably surpassed all his predecessors. Water and sky were 
never before so gloriously tossed and commingled. In such subjects- he 
is perfect, for they are in unison with the impetuous restlessness of 
his own mind. It is in these too that he feels his strength to lie, and 
he revels in them occasionally to the very brink of extravagance. In 
fine, if we form an estimate of the powers of Turner's mind from his 
works, we should say that it is one of extraordinary activity and ex- 
pansion, but not originally gifted with those higher instinctive facul- 
ties which no laborious study can ever impart, and which are abso- 
lutely necessary to great success in the poetical and exalted regions oi art. 

Our space will not allow us to enter into any detailed notice of the 
subjects comprised in the parts now published. Though of course 
unequal, there are none of them without beauty and interest. They 
are generally ably engraved ; for in this size, the landscape engravers of 
England surpass all that have ever preceded them ; they are worthy of 
their art, and of the works with which they are entrusted There are 
some prints however, in the present work, which have been entrusted 
to young, and as yet incompetent hands, and which, as might be 
expected, do anything but justice to the painter. If this be the result 
of any mistaken regard to economy, it is a forcible illustration of the 
homely proverb. " penny wise and pound foolish" — the works of 
Turner should not be wasted on unworthy hands. The best plates in the 
work are from the burins of Goodal, R. Wallis, Miller, and Brandard. 
Goodal is matchless as an engraver of landscape, and Miller is 
equally excellent in marine subjects. The plates by Varral, Wilmore, 
and'Jearons, are of nearly equal excellence ; and on lite whole, we have 
but little in the work to condemn. 

Sir William Gell's Pompeii unfortunately reached us too late for 
review this number : we shall endeavour to do justice to its beauty and 
excellence in our next. 



MY DREAMS. 

(by miss jewsbuby.) 

Yes — I have had my dreams, and though 
There lingers now not oae below, 
I would not wake them from repose, 
They died in fragrance like the rose. 
Of life the dream that first hiuh birth, 
First too that blossom fell to earth, 
But gave a dying promise BtiU * 
That golden fruit its place should fill. 

Of lore and fame my dreams were one, 
How soon their blended life was done ! 
I mourned — but soon grew old in lore, 
Nor dew-drops took for diamonds more. 
And now, instead of dreams, I find 
A sea-Kke murmur in my mind, 
That speaks of death with solemn bliss, 
— Oh better than all dreams is this ! 



